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1 HE Coachman's heavy oak door opened and closed, opened and
closed. Julia, glowing in a green taffeta suit, bowed and smiled.
" Good evening. A table for four? A table for two? "
Waitresses in flowered chintz dresses moved in colour from table to
table. In the kitchen, a broad-faced, heavy-bodied cook supervised
the kitchen with efficiency and dispatch. And in the dining-room:
" I'll have a steak.   Medium rare.1'
" Give me french fries. Buttered peas. Oh, yes, and coffee. Of
course, coffee."
" Good evening, Richard.   Your table is over here."
" How's it going, Julia? "
" Don't ask me.   I can't think."
Over trays of food, trays of soiled dishes, over and above the hum
of conversation, Gabrielle played Moonbeams, The Streets of Old
New Ydr%, Alice Blue Gown, Roses of Picardy.
Seated with the Livingstons, Paul Dumas and Kit, Rufus exclaimed
over4he ham loaf while James paid it the ultimate in compliments as
far as he was concerned by saying it was as good as Anna's.
Jimmy joined them briefly.    " Everything okay? "
" Fine," Kit said.
Jimmy nodded and drifted off. His eyes were everywhere. -He
reminded a waitress that water was needed at the last table, he
inspected the trays that were carried back to the kitchen, but he steered
clear of the cook who would allow no interference with her cooking.
In a brief moment of relaxation, he leaned against the cashier's desk
where Julia was temporarily enthroned. " Receipts good? " he asked.
" Fair.   Of course, the turnover won't be much."
" Give us time."
Jimmy was off again, this time to prod a loitering bus-boy. Watch-
ing him, James remarked that he would be a nervous wreck in a
month. But Rufus disagreed. He had a wholesome respect for
Jimmy's business sense.
" I suppose we'd better give up our seats," Dumas said.
" Oh, the place isn't crowded," Mary objected.
" Julia's lucky she tagged on to Richard Chambers," Kit remarked,
" He can give the place a lot'of publicity,"
222